MONK                                  CHAP.

of his life. With some difficulty, so furious was his
assault, the lad was dragged off his victim before grievous
bodily harm was done, and people began to inquire what
it was all about.

Every one must have known young George Monk, who
lived with his grandfather, Sir George Smith, at Heavy-
tree, close to Exeter. Sir George Smith of Maydford was
a great Exeter magnate, and his grandson and godson
George belonged to one of the best families in Devonshire,
and was connected with half the rest; and had they
known how the handsome boy was avenging the family
honour in his own characteristic way, they would certainly
have sympathised with him for the scrape he was in.

For the honour of the Monks of Potheridge in North
Devon was a very serious thing. There for seventeen
generations the family had lived. Ever since Henry the
Third was King they had looked down from their high-
perched manor-house over the lovely valley of the Tor-
ridge just where the river doubles upon itself in three
majestic sweeps as though it were loath to leave a spot
so beautiful. By dint of judicious marriages they had
managed to be still prosperous and well connected. It
was no secret indeed that they claimed royal blood by
two descents on the distaff side. For the grandmother
of George's father, Sir Thomas, was Frances Plantagenet,
daughter and co-heiress of Arthur Plantagenet, Viscount
Lisle; and his grandfather's grandmother, as co-heiress
of Richard Champernown of Insworth, had brought
him the Cornish bordure and kinship with King John
through Richard, King of the Romans, and his son, the
Earl of Cornwall

But of late things had been going very hard at Poth-